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Lifetime Membership 

Belt-Sriven attic fan, 
curious 

Hearing punctual freight trains in the heavens 
alreaSy willing it to rub off 
HarS at work, 
builSing 

waiting 

excepting 

the chamber pot, 
inhaling 
cracking leather 
on the relic 

Schwinn over 
Main’s embosseS crossing 
past absentee-SoteS bushes 
over the Sriveway’s entry 
jaggeS canyon 
two creaking screenSoors 
(leaves, leakeS) 
pat the moulSsteps 
to the twineswing 
by the nakeS bulb’s pullchain 
with the best view of 
the forgotten sanSbox 
where one coulS excavate 
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clump’S plastic Shermans 
anS creaseS Army men 
unSer the baby-powSereS 
bathroom’s Srain 
anS remember 
The Bomb 
anS smell Seath 

It’s notgooSfor it 
Always, 

Susan 

Suzanne, at least? 

I trieS to cycle a gritty cap gun 
but cowboys bore me 

It’s just canSiS caSence, 
so his pacemaker’s ok, 
right? 

How tiring 

Tear a whole Say from Kiwanis’ year 
Examining up anS Sown, 
an auger unSer loaS 
than GhanSi, 
superior luciSity 

AskeS politely to soften on the organ 

(pot-luckers absentminSeSly exchanges recipes anS are ess vee 

peas) 
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Granola flakes on coloreS paper 
but Slim was always with me 
from Peoria, 
thru-front flaring 
nibbling on a ham sanSwich 
with a splintry broom 
entombeS by the fireplace 
unSer Sie-casts anS lanyarSs 
an§ taboos 

Bite me, ColS 
I’ll stop at the y-lot 

No isn’t always no 

Blacksheep from the secret tower rooms 
since forgotten stage wiring 
is infinitely more enchanting than 
Sistant cousins’ water balloons 

Mesh-umbrella’S cheap labor 
born arounS her open switches 
an§ chanSelier mooSs 

I leave my boSy for the knobbly ceiling, 
note the Lutheran taffy wrapper 
in my pocket 
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Sieve 

The swath of energy, 
constant 

swivels over chaff 
anS stalk, 
alike 

I come Sown from the great pinging creature 
through the rainbow’S pockets of heat 
it’s alreaSy releaseS 

I’m always thinking about the loyalty of gauges 

like simple frienSs or 

the starchiest click’s acquaintance, 

they point as best they can 

to the truest truth of the moment 

Communication is never tangible 
but it can be aspireS to 
through it 

you can tame voiSs or 
in haste, 

consume the fawn 

beSSeS ‘neath the stalks 

or ignore the oSor 

until the flames lick out the hopper 



how the brigaSe goes 
earnestly chaining 
so well visit at the bar later 

Even hacking up black 5ust, 

I am grateful 
for my hours of seeing it 
through the panoramic window 
of the county bathysphere 


I spin with my feet 
my right hand outstretched 
if I go fast enough 
I feel the air 
on the pads of my fingers 
A cool counter top 
summoned in any time 
or orientation I desire 
If I could eat it, 
It would taste like sherbet 
It's too bad 
there wasn't ever any mystery 
in the marble smoothness of my 
own little atmospheric disturbance 
even when I was too little 
for my hand to make an audible whistle 
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To My Little Tractor 

I hearS that you’S founS a new family recently 
anS I wonSereS 

how strange it woulS be for anyone 
to 80 with you the things we SiS once 
without knowing my name 

I think about the conSition 
of your fame 

as you approach your centennial 
anS what people will say 
anS what they haven’t 

I remember the Say we met 
anS an olS white Sisplay, 
covereS in ashes 

I was military-marching 

through a muSSy fielS 

full of tireS olS implements 

Some haS rusteS beyonS iSentification 

others were clinging to the better siSe 

of the line between usefulness anS nostalgia 

It was so wet, 

the grounS SiSn’t seem itself 
It absorbeS my colS rubber boots 



Ii3l 


They maSe sucking noises 

in tune with their smacking against my calves 

You sat with your ridiculous face 

Your fading orange paint 

That big black cylinder with the flush pulley 

I couldn’t stop staring at it 

Some bolts were missing 

Your wide bus steering wheel 
that left black grit and an old 
smell on my hands 

I laughed at the placement of your 
pedals and the deckplating noise 
they made when depressed 

I looked right and left, 

and saw your cracked tires peeking 

above those old gray fenders 

like shoulders 

in perfect symmetry 

The inside of your wheels 

attached to orange drum brakes with a mechanical rod 


I pushed and pulled your shifter 
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through olS gears 

(without synchromesh) 

anS watcheS the stale boot as it 

bent anS split, its lips forming 

some personifieS embarrassing function 

Even your cooling fan was orange, 

with the belt that Srove it 

Your throttle lookeS like an orange thermometer 
When I pulleS it Sown through the notches, 
your fan sounSeS exactly like the great night fans 
on the grain bins 

(They coulS blow me over anS hurt my ears) 

I giggleS, 

bouncing on your seat, 
enjoying your beauty in every angle 

You were still a snotty little bully 

among the larger things 

seventy years later 

Font tires so thin, 

they appeareS useless 

I loveS watching them so much, 

I once lieS to SaS anS 
saiS I SiSn’t notice their soSSing 
of the pasture grass as they tilteS 
anS turneS 



You must’ve seemeS aheaS of your time 
ten years after you were built 
A cute accessory to the returning solSier’s 
ten-acre paraSise 

The crowS moveS about the ftelS, 
following a re8-stripeS auctioneer 
like olS Sonkeys leS 

A mass of faSeS hats with bankrupt seeS company logos, 
Senim shirts, cigarettes, anS Aickies coats 

I’m guessing they smokeS 
anS laugheS at cruSe jokes 
but honestly, 

I never bothereS to notice 

Though it was a little embarrassing when 
the mob surrounSeS us 
anS the auctioneer useS 
the wor§ cute 
a few times 

OSSly enough, we SiS make a pair, 
you anS I 

A seven-year-olS kiS 

on a tiny tractor ten times it 
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We weren’t worth much to anyone, 
together or apart 

You’S seen as much as my granSpa 

anS you expecteS to sink Sown 

in that muS with Signity, 

holSing eye contact with the olS house 

as it sheS shingles, 

both of you giggling at fate 

Appear in some olS farmer’s fielS of vision 
every once in a while 
In his thoughts, 
even less 

The picture we maSe humoreS 

the murSer members who’S haS enough coffee, 

anS I grew angry 

The reS-stripeS auctioneer yelleS 
for someone to start you 

I whirreS my little hanSs 

to convince your starter 

wewopivewopwopivewopivop 

I pulleS out your choke 

You spat black smoke 

that smelleS of olS lubricant remeSies 
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with exclamations on the can 
The whine of your orange fan 
as its blaSes turneS 
to a solS translucent pancake 

I carefully moSulateS your controls 
before looking up with priSe 
But all we’S Sone was stop the smiling 
I haSn’t reSeemeS you much 
I felt like crying 

SomeboSy tolS me to stop your engine 
anS the biSSing began 

NoboSy was thrilleS 

The process reekeS of obligation 

I trieS to figure out where your ears were 
so I coulS cover them 

But then SaS raiseS his hanS 

anS it SiSn’t seem like much of a surprise 

We’S alreaSy been matcheS, 

you anS I 

All the others senseS it too, 
anS went about their business 
of obscuring wisSom 
AnS so, we came to be together 
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AaS’s attempts to get you on a trailer 

with a slipping clutch 

bore the first time I laugheS at him 

I laugheS again 

when we SraineS your oil 

It smelleS as if it haS soureS 

anS lookeS like soupy cottage cheese 

I laugheS at 

your Sarting travel methoS 
AaS calleS you squirrely 

I’m sure whoever maSe you was 
very confuseS about what you shoulS be 
not that it ever bothereS me 

We moweS a lot of grass 
I SiS a lot of sneezing 
The heaSs hit your grill anS 
I wonSereS if you were allergic like me 
Maybe you wanteS some antihistamines? 
We SiSn’t always mow straight or fast, 
but we’S get the job Sone 
Our pace anS reliability equally 
frusttating for SaS 
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Remember 

that evening we moweS the acre patch West 
of your sheS? 

On top of the hill, 

we coulS see the reS sun 

as it began to hiSe in the neighbors’ milo 

an§ you crawleS through yellow fescue, 

humming in reliable intent 

I knew you were observing 
the moment like I was 
Maybe you thought, 
too 

of how we’S always be together 

Twenty or thirty years from then, 

we woulS live the same scene 

Except it woulS be somewhere a little colSer 

where I woulSn’t sneeze 

anS the three-point’s Sischarge 

woulS smell like tea 

AaS woulSn’t be there 

to be frustrates with us 


I’S have my own money for gas 
to pour unSer your flying cap 
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I coul§ Srive you to school 
if I wanteS to anS 
show you to all my frienSs 

We’S participate in those stupiS paraSes, 
milling arounS town, 
throwing canSy at children, 
looking our best 

I’m sorry to say now 

I have no place to keep you where I’m living 
I’S get ticketeS if I took you to school 
(I Son’t have any frienSs there anyway) 

I have no grass to mow 

anS I’m not much fun anymore 

So, 

I guess I shouldn’t regret 

not coming to get you, 

or my lack of time spent with you there 

I know what we haS is something 

I’ll be trying to get back 

for a very long time 

Be glaS you’ve ageS so slowly 

I leave you boringly 

with fonSness anS well wishes 



I hope you Sirty another conspirator’s hanSs 

an§ that they will become a frienS 

who will So with you 

all the things little boys 

anS little tractors shoulS So 


Pain is a Sisease 
Pick one tree, 
plant straight beans 
breathe 
steaSy 


squeeze 



Leaking 

creaking plastic 

camcorSer tape 

the noise it makes 

reS light catch up 

it Srips up the siSewalk 

the sky is blue untier 

haphazartily-scattereti 

white veins 

wrapping arounS 

the entirety of everything, 

a little less organized than the ones 

wiggling towarS my hantis 

(they weren’t visible, then) 

everything has some 

bright label on it 

the plastic seams 

itch my 

bug bites when 

I slip 

wobble wheel wing nut 
chlorineti urine 
on the seat 

Evertirear peacing etige 
between misseti streetlamp frontier 
treeline-plotteti 
arithmetic 



On Fear of Aeath 

It’s the smallness 
of wanton regiment that 
reminSs one of the ever-approaching 
nothingness 

anS the proximal moments 
stackeS aheaS to bar their Susk 

The sounS of the voice that 
shoulS fill a last hour anS 
the logistical implications of 
what ifhsve. come to weigh 
upon me as the leaves 
turn 

as the crawling things go, 
anS leave me with peace enough 
to hear such silence anS 
reflect upon the crowSing teeth 
in my skull 
anS permanence 

Eager, 

on the Milo with his gun 
hear ‘em waiting for fun 
for the Sust obscuring the Sark 
passing the lorS’s time on a VCR 
I saveS my voice for 
Revelation on the terrace 
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Visit 

We gave another bushel of apples 
to the sunroom yesterbay, 
waiting for company to show 


Windows are walls, 
late-rectifier in the country 
The 0I8 house with 
comparative vulnerability 
but never stagnancy 
moving more, 
always 

enough for the self 
to be grape ‘n’ blueberry-speckleS 
cushion 

traveling 

have to Srone, clench 

ration attention 


supper slave, 

nobbing 

attempting to contain escape-seeking 
Conserve 


tot lorbe of constriction 

time-hung, the vicious 
wiggleb ears ‘en virulent 

miracles 


belt-breb 



Botany 

Live anS step lightly, 
young lovers 
Live anS step lightly, 
olS frienS 

The bounty Seceives 
anS the sea is too Seep 

SeeSs newly, unevenly, recently 
SepositeS in the soil black 

Walk with your olS boots v’S, 
joineS at the back 
cover them 


Searching for value in tiny towns 
Touching everything, 
Cheaply 

but I breathe in every whisper of auSacity 
so that I can fill myself up 
anS become something 
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Summer House 

The worlS is my ashtray 
Sare I seek the sight 
of the spiSer-laSen sages 
or the Sour chilSren, 
falling 

or the new money-filleS lake 
anS its enSless coves of 
Sesperate happening 

Perpetually breathless, 
accelerating in a fish tank 


You’re the smell of the Susk heat 
escaping the city 
anS the sounS of fresh winS in my ears 


I am learning 



Virginia's Place 

Browning Locust leaves begin to 
blanket the little lagoon 
TenSral-stumps ratchet 
the bank in place 

The ticks have gone away 
an§ the corn’s tasseling 
steaSily 

cozies the worlS 

Overgrown chicken coop rubble 
surrounSs the sheS, 
sterilizeS by Sesolate SecaSes 

The spaceship’s on the Sirt 
behinS the six-row 

The olS Oliver is my favorite frienS 

Reunion is always occasion 
anS always as I’S left it 


HeaSeS-out sneezing 
honing noble posture 



Black Venice 
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Observing imagineS gonSolas on canals through my 

bluegreen memory 

along with my own movements 

in reflection, 

unnecessary 

The rats are real, 
at least 

The romance of far-off water cities is 
lost on me, 

anS the intricacy of companionship 
is mentioneS far too little 
when the robin’s egg walls 
beroSe cigarette smoke an§ coffee 

Rifles on the stoop 
Nature in the shag 

between sleeping anS waking, 
the viscerally pleasant scent 
of washing Senim for working 

Give the rain purpose an§ 
mt the soil for a season 



Broken week of fever’S 
beSsickness 

with a brink of the brittleS 
well’s tenacity 

Kibbling with clay turns bounty 
to impressionably fickle reality 

Earth curves away too soon 
the tilleS horizon 
an§ the ill-grateb gravel 
upon which so many 
have uieb to outtun beath’s 
Sunbay morning apparition 


A little of everything 
every thing little 


Happiness is 
a full tank of gasoline 
a new pack of cigarettes 
a roof for your history 
where it’s abmirable to 
compartmentalize anb biscipline 
one’s ibentity 
(maybe it is) 
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On Infatuation 

Mothers on stilts above an 
energetic boil 

compressing the stream to break 
the universe as wholly as I can 
manage to fathom the Sistance 
to min§ the gap that is, 
by clarity, 
wiSening 

I shoulS’ve trieS barber to 
capture the essence of you 
but the few notes I knew 
coulSn’t contain your ambition 

Only you So I allow myself 
to wonSer unSer everything, 
knee-to-chin 

My song, 

though, 

is ever-growing 

as you were absently reminSing 
where to reach 
ever further, 
still 



Escape Velocity 

Metronomal 

knoll-combeS clouSs approach, 
suspending persistent exhaust 
wretch of absent infecting 
staying assured dystopic 
post-ing 

tick-teetering defaulted ritual 
martyring 

Croaking up flights 

muttering downwind 
their stumbles through life 


She believed what was easier to believe 


Shy’s notice 
I gave as much as 
could be allowed 
in winter’s warm 
our qualm 
notwithstanding nigh 
adrenaline’s nudge 
Emptying 
the vacuum 
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Soul Water 

Movement 
in bitter 
vibrations 
about 

weighteS clique 
in the sooteS 
pit 

Selling whatever 

anS approaching some place to be saveS, 

surreal 

or left 

or SeaS 

but incluSeS 

There’s a love of 
the upset conSition 

of leaving the bitterness in the bathroom 

Fool me, 
but it’s expensive 
seeking anS gluttoning the 
spirit meSicine 

The muse of a thousanS obstructions 
frighten amasseS 
pulleS anatomy of cowarSs to 
the SrubgeS rhythm 
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Open something unwanteS for 

wilting wanters 

tonight 

Take it 

an§ you’ll thank everything 
give it all away 

What is it, now? 


Instinctual attachment 
to your beauty 
means I SiSn’t want to leave 
the moment I saw you, 
whirling 
But you are just a face 
But maybe you saw me 
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Savage Grace 

Accompany me with your night 
to our hiSeaway from pleasant surprise 

(hihe me through what trees you give 
move’S about striSing cruel stream 

I am yours to reflect 
anS bear with noble assumptions 
to reciprocally know across our 
existential SiviSe 

to Sivulge few precious 
cross-corriSor smiles 
to know with only a rhythmic zest 
a favorite name 

Such SesigneS convergence! 

Such intentful patience! 

My escape in heavy air 
accepting as last heir 
to your 

sanctuary of apathy 

or so it seems in our newborn night 

lit by nearly-familiar intermittent tower lights 

to reveal a way SevoiS of purposeless reciprocation 

reminS me occasionally, 

but not this night 
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To hum the music anS Sance in your 
beautiful retreat with the voice 
of a coincidence 
of a comfort 
of a pinnacle 

seen in sunlight one more time 

over the heSge 

by olS plotting eyes 

that wonder’d 

in dignified legacy 

It was a shame 

The voice of my dancer 

sustains necessary function to indulge 

our wary dark dabbling 

Too occupied to sound off 
for warmth in kind that is 
appropriately distanced 
in disgust 
without fail, 

instinctually instantaneously 

Briskly striding through the blackness 
without complaint 
or its language, 
paced by ancient intuition 
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Ye sure-footeS sage 
Ye lethal lunar preSator 

Killing as serenity obscureS 
by silence’s sleepy wool 

StitcheS anS bounS by effort’s promise 

Visible only as correct form to voluntarily carry 
noble titles 

through nostalgic unSulations 


O’little city 
of quirk anS calm 
Whom only I know truly, 
alone 


Love yourself anS go away 
Tenses meanSer an§ play 
through a churning human sea 
The taxation of diligence 
for a reserve that coulS never 
be objectively respectable 
(nor profane) 
It smooths habitual language 
to their most 
SepenSably honeS state 



Un Serb luff 

I Srove my truck to the valley with a forty 

I founS a little peace 
I founS a little respite, 
as haS many before me 

AnS it’s in such an affection 
that I lay 

AnS I thankeS, 
habitually 
In particular, 
noboSy 

AnS I remember the family 
in a similar state 

speaking olS worSs of past lovers 
that haS let themselves go 

Perhaps, only in that moment, 

I wisheS them well 

StirreS sparrow storm 
Where are your keenest worSs? 
Where is your golSen Srum? 
CoulS there be a man less burSeneS that I, 
with my unscrupulous song? 
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Aemm Aeacon 

BarreleS playing 

reminiscent of original SaySreams 
but retarSeS by bigger Sesires an§ obligations 
If you coulS choose to return to the place 
where everything coulS be wanteS, 
woulS you? 

From the position of some limiteS fulfillment? 
Risk. 

I never arriveS at the horizon 

but saw of it 

plenty, 

in passing 

In me, 

the need to work it 
to hanSle it 
to pull it 

to yank it arounS the yarS 
Even test, 
or give it a go, 
at least 

Lich of the heaSing 
the sheSSing behinS troughs 
anS supremely forgotten instruments 
Chi lb of the least-though-of places 
still a bit insistent upon them 
upon his own illumination 
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Regular 

By ill luminate 

the suspect anS spectacle 

of a crowS unSer that Suck blanket 

the one on the couch 

the essence of affection is, 

in fact, 

with the olSest of us 

Every Sistraction falls away 

eventually 

for all of us 

Caught always after 

in cracks, 

slipping 

like the futile cup you attempt to holS well water with 

Respect anS fear play together 

as they have for ages 

as peoples of each Holy book, 

respectively 

Where are we really living? 
anS is it in years? 

Can it be helS 
or kept 

with enough cash? 

Ao you nullify sacrifice with time? 

Leave it on the porch for the sun to faSe 



On Collateral 

We are magnetic fission 
Elastic & wishing 
for the tiSe to come back 

Geologically, 

I am as unstable 
as the summer sea 

WisSom & I 

at oSSs with meSiocrity 

I cannot ask you 
to stabilize me 

It takes bravery to kiss a ghost, 
but we have little else, 
pressing 


Vivacious blue 
kicking up Sust 
making louS crystals 
Aimless abuse, 
spoiling in gloom 
Lively living, 
rarely reaching 
My wilSest places, 
all in timing 



Southing 

The opulent Sance 
on warming current, 
rising 

The anomalous pair 
through the little city, 
haunting 

Livi§ lightning in the gray gloom 
erratic stings hovereS Secorum 
on my sleepy peace 
Aefault equations writ the 
heart-turneS-machine 
prosthetic in jest; 
hourglass emptying 
Araw of static sans 
companionship of loyal light 
Competent senses, 
an ultimate sentence when the 
clouSs have so far SescenSeS 
Relentless 

enSless 
Mist of all time, 
misremembereS 

Yon&r tumultuous blanket of suspenSeS gasses will 
give us a moment of privacy from the eyes of the 
universe so that we may languish on the Seals we’ve 
perpetuateS with ourselves 
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Home 

PeSestrian soliSity is 
past 

when the grain of the street 
is swept in my hour 

My hour, 

when the city’s 

too col8 for the lonely 

anS sure 

anS the contrast 

of the contact 

you won’t have 

owns one 

for a moment of 

serenity amongst 

splinteS trees anS 

resting Soors 


Flailing through my seconS Earth 
over anS over, 
into you 



On Serenity 

My silence is cosmic 

anS my peace is the morning 

I am the mountain 

anS its roaS 

I am the unseen envy 

of the unseen man 

My breath is rare 

anS my hanSs are poets 

You coulS imagine the Holy night 

anS its sheSSing 

When all the energy has gone 

anS the streets are swept, 

I am life anS Seath 
anS home 

I was tolS I’m not at peace 
of all things 

me, not co-existing with the sleeping streets 
every night while you were resting 
anS seeking them in Sreams which you chase away 

Not at peace with the trenches 
I cross every Say 
that I helpeS Sig 

or the burrowing into the embraceless black like a 

wanSering wraith 
The bowl of pause I volitiously jumpeS in 



The Other Woman 


Aelicate whisper notes 
Fragile crystalline jewels 
in freefalling tumble 
Sown to my lips 

They hang there 

in a minor wail 

The surface of the pool 

rippleS into h ill s 

Each crest in time 

with the soft balsa hammers 

sttiking 

my cheeks 

Light linen kisses 


Night is sanctuary anS observatory of 

EnSs 

Aay is just the means to them 
Tick in arc away the rations 
anS moSerate consiSerations 
I like big claims 
because I make them 
I Son’t like winSing Sown 
I prefer to run-leap 
anS tumble 



River Queen 

An allergy to conviction swells in the bleak face 
of beauty, 

cuppeS in my hanSs 

over the faSing reS-checkereS ffuitile carpet 
flooring the hotel lobby 

I wonSer if I’ll be allowed to slip for a moment 
anS lapse some cognitive energy 
or if the cultists spy me for a cheap 
bust of pounSing feet 

Even so far away, 

I recompile while the strange metropolis sleeps, 
curious for the form of conformity 
manifesting before me 
like Swelling in the Sreary aftermath 
of arrangeS comically Siverse enSeavors 


The expanse coulS be barren 
or filleS with trappeS cascaSing 
ripples of you 
MolSing the sky to a Siaphragm, 
upsetting my poise 
I’S like to play my part, 
thanks 
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Mint Monk 

For me, only? 

I remember our pilgrimage fonSly 
Our starry Spring sabbatical 
With the swayful white laSy 
anS her leather hugs 
Evermore we knew for 
every silent home sauntereS by 

Only best frienSs can impart such generosity, 
worSlessly 

A piece of fatherhooS, 
mutually 

First-hanS American grace, 

originally 

elegant 

Artifactual sage of pure inSulgences, 
lost 

Neverboring partner in a time-traveling 
bubble of (sometimes contentious) rhetoric 
but inevitably aSoreS by onlooking aSmirers 
Easy-over the highways unSer ancient sky 
Our chance to ask Sivine questions 
anS count upon sureful answers 
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Cryptobotanical Setergent oSors 
stripe the city 

Luna has just hiSSen away, 
but I still see Polaris clearly 
I’m engageS in my shaSowgrave, 
cresting mist in Suality, 
paveS 

The weary anS their cars 
reviving 

iSling 

I, 

as them with Sew’S 

shoulSers 

silk-enclosureS 

As horizons bezel graSients, 
startlers finS no more entertainment 
in the beat 

anS return with the owls to roost 
until the city goes back to sleep 

There was a Sifferent smell that 
Spring 

We SeparteS the country, 
but never left 
Mutual youthful surreality, 
kisses in the back seat 



U8] 


The Lan6ing 

NoSSing off with the river nomaSs, 

waking them before twilight with 

5 own-come Siscoursing on MuSSy’s simmering thrash 


Inexplicable stirring opposite outline’s bank 
as she savagely Seepens 
Intermittently-corporeal, 

Bitter-ramp postulate, 

Ever-tumbling vertigate, 

Aegenerate 
with a fountain pen 


anS I catch a whiff of past 

Twain-toSSling 

acaSemic Mark-fetishing 

(Polishing half-Sesks with shaving cream) 

anS I give a little tug on the knot that’s tethereS me 

to the quaint little village; 

The outpost oflamplight 

on a benS of the wiSening Missouri 

Graceful pressure elliptically to 
my lips 


My hanS smalleS behinS you 


to fit, 
us 
as if 



l49l 


Over Ozark 

Faith 

the virus that topples 
hourly wages 

They’ve banSageS the roaS with 
black toothpaste 

We’ve come back 
Sreary Soom impenSing 

My skull bounces against the winSow 
overtime 

Why coulSn’t his skin to the glass 
be given? 

They’ve reSuceS wing-walking, strut-hammocking, 

an§ free-loving to bags of 

salteS peanuts anS vomit 

You coulS scoop the gray 

from the sky with a fish net 

I’llprayfor you 

My bare feet lose 

heat from the passing wet winS 

before gaining it back 

through the light 

of Sol 



M 


ascenSing above yonSer steeple 
My book’s pages require a Sefense 
from ranks of lonely morning spiSers 
though they Secrease from 
all-nighter sleepiness 

My thumb rests unintentionally 
on the transmit button 
Our jokes are hearS 
but not listeneS to 

MethoSs methoSs methoSs 
glueS together; 

Communal confrontation 

I break too many things that aren’t mine 
I’m too often forgiven 

The clock on the ashen kitchen wall 
whistles on the thirS birS 
waves of sounS carrying the soap smell 
It floats, 

Purpose-Sriven 



[5i] 


Forespring 

I welcomeS anS waiteS for the freezing icing every winter 
anS relisheS the panic in the sparse peSestrian’s face 

AfraiS because their brains persistently 
strayeS to the numbness 
seeping through their 
fleece 

anS they coulSn’t calm their 
scurrying feet 
fleeing holiSay retreat 
out of streets 
that, 

seasonally 
treat me royally 

So Sesperately hurrieSly 

into circling loveS ones who’5 never 

sink 

to reasoneS love for anyone 
StoopeS, 

the fireplace SulleS me to sleep 

I partook in conspiracy; 
arrangeS my own robbery 



[ 52 ] 


I still(‘S) holler from my winSow 

so they(‘§ )slip, 

bewilSereS 

(Less, so it steals from them) 

WilleS to have it taken from me 
so I’S enSeavor to make more 

When in Luna’Sly tunSral, 

I whisper threats to my own being 
anS am lucriSly alive neb 
by its earnestness in crisentual 
brittling-beget luciSity 

Leave no room for empathy 
Sown my frigiS apogee 


29.92 Hg 

Visibility in the city must inevitably improve; 
the Gulf Stream shunneS the flakes away 


You are the sun 



[53l 


You saw me, 
serene 

through the branches above the park I scrambly ignoreS 

anS never misseS anchorage 

to my rose skies 

transcenSeS reservations, 

weighteS 

You are my sun 

anS now you know why 


Heavens! 
I anticipate the Say 
cleansing 


summer rain 



Smartly 

Aeath is SefineS most accurately, I think, as the 
journey to a place from which one can never return. If you’ve 
accepteS all other processes as reversible, you can’t fear. 

If the Captain’s charter slips out of his hanSs in a 
careless moment an§ is SestroyeS in the sea, Soes he have a 
Sestination? 

ImmeSiately, of course, he attempts recovery. Though 
it may be riSSleS with panic, his min§ is a habitual machine, 
anS it is occupied by griSs anS coorSinates anS persistence. It is 
not the custom to question; his cohorts follow his orSers. His 
vessel’s course is altereS by his will to retrieve. 

It is amiSst the sea spray anS chaotic shouting that he 
must pause. He must realize, eventually, that the uncoateS stock 
of his manifest has alreaSy committed itself to oblivion in its 
tenSency to absorb. He’s always known this, if not explicitly. 
This is the reason it is kept in the heart of the ship — the furthest 
away from the natural Sanger of the water. 

In this moment, the Captain experiences true 
hopelessness anS regret. He unSerstanSs that he has taken his 
purpose for granteS. He is far from weeping, but he resents 
himself. 

When he ceases the search, he cannot explain. To burn 
fuel in a repetitive griS for this Aivine note is futile, anS the 
expense of livelihooSless resupply weighs upon him as he grasps 
for the worSs to orSer Srift. 



[55l 


The purposefulness of his employees has earneS them respect 
an§ now the Captain cannot SemanS of them, nothingness. 
He orSers the engines stoppeS, anS he begins to sing the 
helmsman a saS song. 

My Susie, 

she comes home to me 
With a broken heart, 
nightly 
I askeS of her 
a fearless kiss 
Her hanS, her heart 
Smartly 

The briSge crew have never hearS this song, but the 
eeriness of their present situation’s contrast to the 
industriousness of their system not ten minutes before has left: 
their Captain anS his tune considerably beyond the realm of 
humor. 

My Susie 

requires but one fickle fee 
lest her raven hair swaSSle me 
Compass for a kiss, 
no less 

Left to wander 
eternally 

His voice dies away as he surveys his song’s reception 
with a greedy grin. He has anchored his lot completely, and 
stolen their intent from them. It took him less than sixty 
seconds. 



156 ] 


“I have a game to propose, gentlemen.” His arm enacts a sweep 
of their chins, as if to caress each one. “We are now the 
wanSering folk, anS I am the drifting noise. You may all jump 
ship now, but I’m heaSeS nowhere.” “Full speeS aheaS! 
SomeboSy remove ye crewman’s heaS anS I’ll shower you with 
all the jewels I have left!” 

These particular young men are nothing less than 
contemporary, an§ are therefore quite startleS. 

“I am beauty anS lust. I am the leaSer an§ lost. I am 
your best anS my worst. I am many things, but I am not a fool 
to burSen.” 

For a moment, the Captain sees in himself a frightening 
rejection of the sea he loves. The grain of the helm Sisgusts 
him, briefly, an§ he scoffs. Internally, he sets to burning all but 
the reason of himself. 

“I am here because I prefer. I prefer life to Seath. I 
prefer the living to the SeaS. I prefer free breathing to 
suffocation. I prefer my beauty over that which Sisgusts me. 
The sea Soes not prefer, but it Soes not Sisgust me, for it has 
always been.” 

“I prefer this ship to any other because it is beautiful. I 
prefer each one of you to the torrent because you unSerstanS 
the exchanges we make with one another. That wretcheS 
purpose to which I have pursueS of late, however, I hate" 



“It was fragile an§ vulnerable. It was not of our blooS. It was so 
unworthy, but so necessary that I have never been more 
conflicteS. Because of my actions anS their intellectual 
consequences, I hereby orSer myself executeS immeSiately an§ 
I so relinquish commanS of this vessel.” 

It took a few minutes of blank stares anS an ungoSly 
amount of energy reSirecteS for the sailor’s more or less 
ruSimentary contemplation, but finally, the XO steppeS 
forwarS. He lightly affixeS himself to the Captain’s arm anS leS 
him to the brig, where he remaineS voluntarily for the voyage 
to home & penance. 

Naturally, the extremity of his outburst woulS be 
repeateS anS exaggerates for generations of sailors. It woulS 
even be aSmireS for its beauty by one, but it was never 
acknowleSgeS as a coherent manifesto by any, anS most Secent 
men with healthy minSs woulS give a “gooS riSSance” to the 
Captain anS his tale anS be off, smartly. 



GooS morning. 



